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THE VAGROM SERIES 
of The Sparrow Magazine: ANNOUNCING a new title, scheduled for June 1955: 


VAGROM CHAPBOOK NUMBER FOUR-— 
The Precisions, 
cid C OT MG Misecdccviccces cHe00 


---the brilliant young editor of ORIGIN, in 
a book of his first selected poems: 34pp. 
Printed by the Divers Press for Sparrow, 
this book will be an esthetic gem, as well 
as the first collection of work by a young 
man whose poetry and criticism have appear- 
ed in such organs as Accent, Poetry, New 
Mexico Quarterly, Poetry Awards and Black 
Mountain Review. Order your copy now!!! 


OTHER TITLES 
Vagrom Chapbook #1: The Twigs As Varied Bent, by James Boyer May --- $1.50 
2: A Thanksgiving Eclogue, by Cid Corman --- 50 


3: The Black And White Geometry, by Barriss Mills -- .50 
~-again, a first book, by a new poet. 


Help us get through the Paper Curtain that exists in this country regarding 
the publication of poetry, by supporting our publishing ventures. Our books 
have so far been reviewed and mentioned in Poetry, Black Mountain Review, 
Author and Journalist, Avalon News, Curled Wire Chronicles, Books Abroad and 
several other periodicals. This, under the sponsorship of a new poetry 
journal, The Sparrow, only in its third issue! 


A subscription to eons costs $2.00 for four issues. On any order forwarded 


to us of more than 50 ($2.50+) please deduct 20% discount. Make all checks 
payable to Felix N. Stefanile, personally. 


The Sparrow Magazine 
Felix N. Stefanile, Editor 
111-13 38th Avenue, Corona 68, N.Y. 














THE FROG PRINCE 


(after Grimn) 


Only the wish 

Not to be human 
Can make a frog 
Talk to a princess 
In the wood. 

Then the spring 

Is very deep 

As if there were 
No bottom to it, 
The lost plaything 
Always the favorite. 


Danger is a promise 
Given hastily sar 
With your word, 

By a cool fountain 

In the greenwood shade. 
Conveniently she 
Forgets all this 

Fine abstraction, 

This noble talk 

Once she gets her 
Golden ball back. 


Promises always lapse 
Into the past tense. 
The the frog knocks 
At the door, insists 
He eat with her, 
Sleep with her. 

He becomes the prince. 
Only the wish 

To transcend the human 
Can make a princess 
Say "Yes" to all this. 


TWO POEM : 


TIN SOLDIERS! 


Y (arter Hans chriatian inasyeoa) 


It's a gay world’ in ‘in shapidens 
Forty-nine legs stand outside 
The castle, eternally on guard. 
Life''is dangerous, life is hard. 


But not for the paper trees 
- Or the wax swans floating 


On the looking-glass lake. 


Our joys°are our terrors; 


It's all a big’ mistake 

Shut the gatej send ~~ 

The paper ballerina “to her doom. 
Burn her tinself rose, 
Excomnunicate her to another room 
Before the one-legged soldier 
Mistakes her for his own. 


She stands gracefully on one legr 
' The other, in the real world, 


Strains toward the ‘open window, 
The sad world, the? moons 
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SAND SORA 
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Please, no termination 
I'm mot quite ready to die 
(Things to do: 

suck a star in the sky 
blow on the ocean 

listen to sunlight. 

walk with a lion 

turn yesterday around 
throw my eyes in a tree.) 


Corpses are gassy 

Too stiff to be useful 
(First I must: 

sell my amazement 

live in an insect 
milk a refraction, 
‘sing in a coal mine 
ignite my aorta 

stamp on a planet.) 


Death is a long thing 

It takes too much time 

(I have a memo: 

say hello to a fetus 
Slice up a cloud 

write a bible of fisheyes. 
Swallow an atom 

put my hand in a verb 

and lie with my love.) 





LAWRENCE BARTH 







THE NAP 


























The bishops are gaunt and Gessians 

The yawning knights stare off at angles, 

Their horses chafing. 

Nothing has happened in the castles for years. 

The pawns are scattered Ma GOP Tae 

And stand affirming hf | Pee Oo Ty 

This is the order of serfs.: = “okt ¢ ples A,’ 
The queen te 

Appears to have turned on the king . 

Now that the number of the foe is small... s 






Alice is a blaek-and-white 
Smudge in a storybook; and, besides, 

She wears a billowing froek, and 

Besides her hair is long. 

Asleep by the wall, — 

Boy is no rabbit dressed for Pri 

The only glass is the face of the clockeg. 


(Rip, could she be a Rip?) 

' Surely sleep 
Holds no expectation (one j 

Is busy dreaming one's dream, or 

If one doesn't dream, 

It is dark 

And one doesn't hear them 

Always preparing: «+ 





One doesn't ' 
Chat with Time on the hearth, then . 23) : 

Touch one's face that ish't ageing-~~) 

Surely sleep is not waiting... 

















(The Emerald City?) 
There are 

No cyelones but Mama's screaming 

And the water pouring in the tub; and 

This is not Kansas: and nowhere, nowhere ‘tentuscl eT Ree 

Can a child eleven rule alll... RG ER 





(The bulb on the ceiling grows bright as a tear, 
The haze through half-closed eyes 
For a moment hides Germelshausen---but 
The filament glares like Papa's snout... 
I am sad, she thinks, I was born too fair, 
My carpet will not take me anywhere... 
Then a roach with the face of Mama appears 
And smiles and smiles 
On the bright design, 
And, oh, is bringing the Beautiful Books} ) 


DAVID GALLER 























MEATLOAF AND SACKCLOTH 


A slice of me was served compassionate 

on the brown veins of old crockery, 

and I slid along the counter to rattle 

beside his tedium stirred by a coffee spoon. . 


He jutted over the coffee steam, remembering 
how boys liked their hell on Saturday nights 
back home in the county square, telling 
how his daughter returned to sweep his room vomited Yh Mate 
when he were laid up last week. She listened eubs Bisel 
with the casual patience of a stranger 

and accepted sending her washcloth to his need.) > 


He was reflected, squirrel-eyed, from mirrors 
tilted to enticement. His face, like an argument 
I had heard before, vacant as the imitations. — °: 
of The Last Supper, had thickened with boredom, 

a history of crowds mulling in marketplaces. 

I wore his loneliness immediately 

about my shoulders and wished him remote:::: 

as the death of my neighbor's mother, 





I have tried to keep to afternoons 

wearing my clothes like a purple clowm 

pleasantly polka-dotted in the sun. But who 

are these rumpled nations that cast shells 

from park benches and toss banana skins 

down deserted alleys? Walt Whitman, 

I am not as lusty as you. MHE KES | 


HENRY BIRNBAUM owt 
JUNCTURE 
A sodden cloud affirms 


The wet sodality of worms; 


The dunghill soon is eloquent 
With movements of the nervous ant; 


Pulse of root against the stone 
Recedes from a response inan@ peeve <yi' 


Wind and snow flatten ridge to furrow, 
Coeval lie the corn and yarrow; 


Sea nudging land in time prevails 
Over the mainland's severed isles; 


Old feuds embrace with motion feral; 
Nothing is good alone, or evil. 


Pee cbs cencisarnd etn re toa 























THOUGHTS FOR A RAINY AFTERNOON © 


My house is a cold deck of cards, - © SETION EAD HOF Ee 
the landlord is an alchemist 

turning bedbugs into gold. 

He keeps my wife for security. 


In the belfry of bat-thoughts 
all metaphors betray my misery. 
When the snake whistles 

I will try the rope trick again. 


My day begins like a dirge, 

morning is a vertigo of drums." ' if - 
memory lags behind the hearse of sleep 
wearing a wreath of sad eyes. 


In the eyes of a million Joes 

the erowing cock is greater than the sun. 
Life is a dusty dream 

in a lost corner of childhood. 


My job is another man's meat, 
a rags-to-riches myth. 
Success is a ladder of lies: 
I choose the nearest bar. 


In the eyes of a million Janes 

fear magnifies the mouse in She wall. 
Love is a subway ad =; 

between the local and the express. 


My world's a cage, its bars are hate, 

inside, apeneck Sweeney hunts the fleas 

of good and evil. Outside, the cardinal 

and the commissar choose lots for my soul. ete 


In the eyes of my family album 

the tinsel tears are dry. 

The white hope on the bear skin rug 
grins at the adult hoax. 























THE REINGTEGRATED DWARF 


The dwarf, 


withdrawing his head from the telephone, 


patted the buttocks of the queen, 
not with a gesture of denigration 


or of love, but rather, let us imagine, 


somewhat in between. 


And she, being liege of‘her. Lord, 
called the physician, 
semi~magician . 

(lately from Dusseldorf), 

who hemmed and who hawed 

over the dwarf, 1 aia 
Unable to cope with the stethoscope, 
the latter (0 never the queen); rhe! 
circumvented, 

as a matter of fact 

with a singular tact 

betrayed what he lacked, 

and straightway the royal payetet as 
ex officio, 

pronounced the verdict. 

Whereat, with whereases ‘and oe 
the dwarf consented, 


Q, sing a song of trephines, 

and sing a song of saws, 

and sing a song of serrefines 

that clack expanded jaws.- 
The frontal lobes are worried out.’ 
With blothesome serendipity «<< °° 
(discovering what he's about) © 

he puts small dwarfish fears to rout, 
the scissors clipping snippety. 


The queen assuming her best bedside’ manner, 


and assisted by bevies of harridans, 
amid the obsolete of iodoform, 
accelerates the dwarf's convalescence, 


activated, maybe, by the king's senescence. 


Reintegrated then, the dwarf, 
depending from the chandelier, 


shouts something in the Queen's left ear, 


who hurries to the wharf 

and haunts the far Antipodes, 
adjacent to the Hebrides, 
sky-west from the Hesperides, 
and galley-west from Dusseldorf. 


Well now, the dwarf has work to do, © 
and so he hires 

"a troop of Echoes, whose sweet duty 
is but to sing, 

in voices of surpassing beauty, 



























the wit and wisdom of their king." 


The dwarf, a mighty man is he, 

from every inhibition free. 

He crowns the king, and puts to sea, 
where she awaits the dwarf, 

who, being of a lobeless sort, 
becomes far mightier, in short. 


RICHARD. ASHMAN 


He has stepped between the day, the sound of his coming 


grayly in the warm pink cotton as he approaches 
Lemuria is rising, Mu pushes up an iron stalactite. 


He has always been waiting 


Lost green rivers pour from the crag of his forehead 
little mouse ears run to hide under the garden stones 

His step is slow and reverberant, his lips curl to'‘enigmas: 
Atlantis ‘heaves mosaically under forgotten ocean 


He has seen all beginnings cane: 


r 


His heel has splintered yesterday, nothing is sunday-sate. 
Come out little rodents, come out little insects,;) = 


pyramids crumble at last, the circle is eeken 
You cannot resist him 


oS: MIRIAM JANS — 


DRIFTWOOD BUEN 2% 


+eecradle of walnut 
blocks made of spruce 


ball-bats of ash 
mahogany chair 
cherry=wood pipe 


hickory crutches 
coffin of pine... 


WILLIAM MARGOLIS 


Teves 


SHADOW OF A PORTRAIT Foes 


clanks on the metal of tomorrow. Little bullet eyes turn © 


his huge fingertip stirs the sand, his eyes pierce the, wel 


white cedar school-desks : asd se sien 














NASTURTIUMS 


The red miller statids under ‘his’ seh fie ties, et 


and this autumn, north; ‘ofth of ‘soméwhere 
(Portland, Maine or Hudsotits Bay ‘or north?) 

The red miller will turn his: broad-brimmed hat ° 
and homespun coat, under ‘his yellow maple, ’ 


as his last tumble of flowers 82s **""" * oe sg 


turns in a glass. © °°! 


HERRING RIVER PASTORAL is — 


That is the roiling back of the river, cee 
shivering in splinters of bone;: - 
articulate against the tide 
(the wind against it) 
marrow beholden to neither. : 
wind or tide. ae 
The fish oie well. 
And beathings. What is breath 
that a river cannot do well? 


It is a time of much wind, 


and force calculated by it. 

A short time ago I saw a branch fall 
in no violence of weight. 

The great things on the river 

do the same. 


AS IT “JAS WALKING 


"Yearly the Susquehannock Indians ~~ TP Ay 


brought beaver skins by the thousand: 
from the west. They used this 
route as a trading path, to sett leneite’” 
on the Delaware River. 

An alternate name was Minquas." 


Only the brass remnant of a beaver, 
commemorative, at the Ridley Creek. 

Leaves choked first, then grass, 

then trees; and one would trail west, blind, 
through a barbered country, pared down, 

and shy of the wild things: | 

Keep close to the road, young ian. 

Beware of the ambush from the past. 


THEODORE ENSLIN 











GRAZING IN THE CANYON 


All morning the horse and two mules grazing... 


Star with bell tinkling and hobbled stumbling through the brush . 


and Molly with halter dragging and hobbles holding her slows. 
feeding,..unending at the green canyon's grass. 


seeking with huge hunger and relish the ripe greens- of the canyon | 


And Sadie with one ear curled over sideways slowly. swelling — 
‘at the belly with provender, 


grazing the canyon head downwards, hour after hour, in the neietan, 


through the heat of the noon, 
wading by the cool creek to wrench the damp green grass 
and press nostrils into the cool water, 
drinking long, and lifting their heads 
the moss of their large lips dripping with creek water .. 
and moving on grazing grazing as if there was no end to 
their animal hunger. 


WENDELL B, ANDERSON 
BULLDOZER 


Bring the bulldozer into a marble avenue 
decked with the palms of our psychic hunger? 
pour coffee for it, neat whiskey too: 
give it the bite of love's surrender. 


We've seen it shear the pine root away 

and decapitate the rock, that we might tower 
higher than our inadequacy. 

Lead it forth for grateful plunder, 


Let its swivel arm buckle the store-front tile, ., | Pe 

and suck the Coca-Cola from an immense fountains — 5 he 
and, oh, women, let its snout SRE Oss 
of tapered teeth seek out the virgin. ne 


In all respect and constancy, we mean 
exactly what we make, md we are free 
to the extent we cut the earth 
to better rip the organic sky. 


GEORGE ABBE, 





























ON A SATURDAY AFTERNOON 


for M.L. 


Artists. We walk across 
the Bowery, studying it, 
the rusty El rattling 


its heavy shadow intermittently . 


at us, the sidewalks 
sodden with spit, bums 
and ourselves. The artists. 


Wait. To be exact, 

To see what it 

is, where we. are: 

in broad imperative daylight 
in the entry of 

a shut-up shop,. one 

bum robs another laid 

out flat, possibly dead, 

but likely stupidly drunk. 


And while the one 

goes with his hands 

through the loose pockets 

he mumbles his head, 

when he cautiously stops, 

in unbelieving joy. Imegine! 
As easy as that} 


CID CORMAN 











AND FAUST 


It was beast's breath 

incising shaded air that lacked 

heart's sound 

and burnt this telling blossom dry. 
(No death's 

as living as imperfect heart 

whose reach is distancefull, 

for dying's age is posted 

full of psalms and lilies when 

soul's shot to nothingness 

like archered shaft.) 

Yet cankered heart's sound-shot 

seeps quiet through this bubbled blood 

and eeks us, seeks us not 

till death its brother follows down... 


GEORGE H.MOORSE 


IDEALIST 


Walking away, aimlessly, he goes 
striding into the night with his back turned 
on the only city that he knows. 


As if he could quench by walking away 
the angry fires within him that still burned 
and purred. He shall walk night into day 


and those flames will be busy as before; 
but his beautiful love will marry wealth 
while he knocks upon another door. 


He will learn something, surely, travelling - 
nostalgia from city lights, the stealth 
at night of smoke unravelling ... 


But the sword forged in the wound's flame 
is in his luggage, carefully arranged, 
wrapped in the folds of another shame. 





He has forgotten nothing, not one name, 
and he will come back again, but changed. 


W. PRICE TURNER 






















SIX POEMS: Page 13 





IN THE ROOM THE INSTRUMENTS GO ON 


In the room the instruments go on 
and are nearly alone 


but sometimes saying the same thing 
in different spots 


relief, the burden of repetition 
make it a new time 


or when some unite, then 
is @ doubled instrument 


AS MUSIC IS THE AIR 


As music is the air 

Devising time with gay bows 
And trees in their places move 
The summer is going. 


Objects and spaces 
Disrupt the mind because 
Fast, the world isn't furniture 


Winter is fiery and dismal 
Our skins are not yet against it 
But the mind is delightful 


ANOMALOUS 


his shadow conducted the war, after 
Christian's death: Once grimness was granted 
to his mind there was no danger 


eventually he was overtaken 
in the streets, Peace being 
something we should be more about 


But I like the shadow against the wall 
in the movie. As it must be 
such shocking violence objectified 


--from which victory stems. He stood 
Long after the fatal wound in the garden 
and walked to the center, fighting — 

sureness, among others, on the neat path 























I DO SO LITTLE 


I do so little 
because the drive 
of the world 

is so much 


It moves me, going 
the other way a : | | 
through mé i “Det ae. PE ee me SS : By : ‘ reat : | 3 


And when there is silence ie 
all naked I sit here satelite 
trying to hold my breath 


but sometimes 

in the livingroom 
the wind 

is felt 

shaking 

the house 


THERE | ee EN Se 


You know, the globe is round ere OF 
so I regard the horizon 


An unreal thing is not much 
and so I'm satisfied 


But what's that square 
I always pass? 
or down this hill even 


and the post office 
cornered over with black cloth 


been like that for five past weekends diddeaoenss 


occupied with others 
not the self ? jedi grame, 


























FOR THE LONG SEASON Page’15. AE irs. 
I heard the crickets seething like machines Con ne ee 
October may oe oe aa 
the winter never come ies Feces gio et ee 


the birds 


’ now in my age that the sky is timeless 
let there be no time 


and the blue go down among the branches ES 
under the bark green ana § ‘3 


If that is possible 


or let it pass 
out of me MELE gir yy 


morning. 


2. 


five pigeons on the rim of the barrels See. Eee Maiptentiee 
they are tin and so they rattle wee al Big, “By Sa Sa 


and it takes two seconds to get Bats! A 4 Bh a <2 
on the other side of the street we "LY BARBS 


and there is the air 


sound does not travel 
for it can't be seen 


I hear them from far away SER ERD 5 ps 
the birds outline the world a oe 


the pigeons walk in the air I¥TES se hipheeshe oy 
as we swim Je09d JOSERHA Ge 


while the leaves até blown se 
O creatures 


0 critters, we Suan. ath Fi ee 
are the world in the sky 


the cats make themselves narrow 
going through Ck ae 
_ LARRY EIGNER 


aes 











THE QUESTIONER 


In that first troubling of the heart . 
So long ago and unforgotten™ ~ 
Toddling slow and small - 
Beside that kingly tall 
And sunwreathed being hand in hand 
Yet halfway round a world apart, 


I gave my question words, such words 
As then I knew, unfledged 
Misgiving nothing, still 
Trusting mind and will, 
It was of Eden's morning 
Blest and bright with silver birds 


He spoke, and did not answer me. 





This then I made my world, serene 
With sunmotes, hyacinth, with 
Lizard's armour and 
Whatever came to hand 
Spelled by lily bell and leaf 
Bedded on the Spring's first green 


Subsumed in the hollow of God's hand ps ene é. 
I gave my question voice once more we ' 
When sudden plain I saw 
Death agony of tooth and claw 
Murder stalking night and day 
_ Within the shadow of a grain of sand 


And no voice answered me. 





Still loath to stay my hurrying feet 
Down the steep road of my blind 
Downgoing hurried on 
To where the sea with gong 
And cymbal and white billowing 
Danced savage to an ancient beat 
I flung my riddle. Like a stone 
She drew me, drunk and down I went 
Singing like a sunken bell, ~ 
And though I loved her well 
Wintered in her icy hair 
And made the cavern of her arm my home 

















Still she did not answer me. 








And came to where the "laurelled" dead 
Stand perpetually and hold 
Their endless dialogue with God 
’ And in their hands the old 
Lost book lay open. There I would 














Perchance have read the answer but a dread 
And nameless fear surprised me so 
I only know that I surmised a snare, 
Drew back -- my foot 
Faltered on the stair 











And in that frantic dreaming flight 
I knew at last I did not want to know. 


SHADOW SELF 


Pursuing a frail shadow 
I came upon my own, 

The purest part of me, 
Freed of flesh and bone. 


Larger than the shadow 
Of the summer sun 

In the lessor Eden 

Of the napping noon. 


Softly falls my shadow 
Shadowing the air, 
Gossamer spun fabric 

I had died to wear. 


RYAH TUMARKIN GOODMAN 


LAWRENCE LIPTON 


REGIMENTED 


The black, the liquid in=body 
choke-darkening all my cells. 

Red deadness where the fertile 
altars spoke. Blue-boned ribby 
skeletons of smoke gone up, sub- 
merging stars in the voice washes. 


For the mouth pries at paths, 
inclosed light of hands, cupping 
darkness, ennui, the bird=-dead 
bosom, heart to head, clasping. 


JAMES MILLER 
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SANCTUARY 


I go in one 
up the universe's pyramind 
by the dust of restless 
voices & 
voyaging souls 
to reach the other 
in the seasky 
flesh of the 
underworld 


birdwoman/ 
parchment skinned 
living in no time 
omnipresent 
evertouching 
rousing 

the 1000 year sleeping 

to the after forms 
me in the manifold) 
taking the snakeboat 
thru copper room 

church room 
wine room 

by moon tunnel 


0 dead city 
alive in the night of now} 
sea eyed 
woman 
cloudconstructed 


quickening 
the unknown in the known 


unriddling the undying dead 
the river-sermon in the 


egg 


such am I made 
in your human chamber 
sarcophagus bound 
& wheeling 
free. 
from 
to 
you 


( a child again 


ye senha So 


Sasehennniaiphan aacccunnectatdieetmeatetaendememmertadoaaniie 


Seen nha ane 


| 
i 
i 
| 
| 








phan re gene 
aoe ng emigre eT 


bud ready 
hoary as the- trunk 


I cover alj/you 
underneath the skin 
with mine 


up the crystalline streets 
of your dropped sight 
to the waiting destinations 


city of liberty & 
confinement 
the breathing stone! 
& from 
this view of the dead 
surf 
the spirit icon 
& lit 


leave to begin 
at the end of your beginning 


(it is 170 hours past 
death 
((by either guise)) 
we meet at the paws & 
enter 
water hinge in shadow & the granite 
parable 


& the metamorphoses 


VINCENT FERRINI 


NOTE #++ The foregoing poem was printed in Sparrow 2 as-part ) of Ferrini's long 
poem, The Phoenix In The Sphinx. In copy, the editor inadvertently omitted 
the last 27 lines of this section. We are only too glad to reproduce the 
entire section for a proper reading of this fine poem. We are deeply sorry 
that lack of space prevents a complete run-off of the whole poem, For those 
readers who are interested in further Ferrini work, we urge them to get a 
copy of the poet's latest, In The Arriving, (Heron Press.) For sheer 
beauty, read the poem aloud. Ne 





DEVOTEE: AN OPINION 


Sporadic susurrus billows biliously 
no longer 
feather-dusty quill-lace 
tn agéd, crack-nail fingers, 
Victorian Devotee, 
Dewy luster lost as grass is bent 
beneath departing sandal. 
Jet-trail and atom havoc 
wring vestigial, 
soon-plumbed skies dry 
of mouldering gods and myths, 
The cloven-hooféd moth with willow- 
wispen, wingéd words 
forsakes Cisciples, 
unexpencable within their 
monodynamic 
mi Ss ery * 
Rusty trumpets squeak: 
exit cbsolctely, 
Devotee, 
Rend the skeleton to drumming 
tympannic! 


Hail the brave new space-clad 
knight bs 
“Yesplendent in new-age 
competence. 


A sacroganctimonious vetiis in the 
throat? 
A crocodile's salt-splatter 
on a sand-bespattered 
ink blotch? 
Farewell, cid poet. 








SPOTL Le 
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And nameless fear surprised me so Page 17 
I only know that I surmised a snare, 

Drew back -= my foot 

Faltered on the stair 


And in that frantic dreaming flight 
I knew at last I did not want to know, 


SHADOW SELF 


Pursuing a frail shadow 
I came upon my own, 

The purest part of me, 
Freed of flesh and bone. 


Larger than the shadow 
Of the summer sun 

In the lesser Eden 

Of the napping noon. 


Softly falls my shadow 
Shadowing the air, 
Gossamer spun fabric 

I had died to wear, 


RYAH TUMARKIN GOODMAN 


LAWRENCE LIPTON 


REGIMENTED 


The black, the liquid in-body 
choke-darkening all my cells. 

Red deadness where the fertile 
altars spoke. Blue-boned ribby 
skeletons of smoke gone up, sub- 
merging stars in the voice washes. 


For the mouth pries at paths, 
inclosed light of hands, cupping 
darkness, ennui, the bird-dead 
bosom, heart to head, clasping. 


JAMES MILLER 





AROUND LAUDERDALE 


I saw the yucca flowering 

above banks of Floridian desolation 

where gardeners prepare next year's debacle. 
Charred cypress knees in the swart canal 
explained my heresy 

as our closed speedboat fulminated by. 


Ah blissful are the gardens of Lauderdale. 
Even a northern fruit-tree can be seen 
in bloom as April crumbles into May. 


Shaggy New River, the interior -- 

by the power-plant we built in the meadow 
at the crossing of the jungle streams, 
there a sea-cow deeply dived 

and the shadows seemed alive with 
red-winged whistling dreams, 
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HE BUSIES HIMSELF... 
To Marcel Schwob. 


Translated from the French of Francis Jammes 


He busies himself by working the land and clips 
The hedges, gathers the wheat and bursting figs, 
He has a pavillion in his vineyard, and tastes 
The dry vermouth he examines in the daylight. 
A rabbit nibbles the cabbages in his garden 
Where rose-bushes hang heavy with morning rain, 
Occasionally someone brings him a legal paper, 
A peasant, to ask him how it can be paid, 
He cleans his rifle and sleeps with his maid. 
Life is pleasant, peaceful and good to him. 
He studied law years ago. 
A photograph 

Reveals him jaundiced, sad, hair plastered down 
At the time of his duel over a woman. 
He holds a newspaper in his hand and stares 
Ahead. 

How sad it was, how sad it was, 
I find, that time when there was one named Evariste. 
His old father and mother were in despair... 
They intercepted a woman's letter one night... 
One day he came home from the capital 
With a wisp of hair on his pale forehead, 





They've buried the old parents whom he loved 

And whom he speaks of with a touching reverence. 
He has no heirs and his estate, 

Which will be handsome, will be shared, they say, 
Between the Dumouras and the Cossets. Who knows? 


He lives like this among the oaks 

And spends a few long evenings in the kitchen 
Where his fire-red dog sleeps, where flies 
Seil everything they touch with excrement. 


Sometimes in the morning he practices on a moaning 
Trombone to which his maid is long accustomed. 

So he lives leisurely, not knowing why. 

He was born one day. Another day he'll die, 


Charlies Guenther 


















































The MISCELLANEOUS MAN 
2709 Webster Street 
Berkeley 5, California 


The MISCELLANEOUS MAN is, because of its radical dissent, and 
concern for the personal affairs of man, as well as his societal and 
cultural affairs, a literary magazine of "soshul konshunce,”" 


In fact, the grandfather idea of the MM was a never-born bul- 
letin of radical discussion with a strong leaning toward anarchism, 
Gandhi's nonviolence, and commmism with a small "c", This was 
radicalism with a distilled distrust and contempt for movements, 
for anything in the mass; and a sad compassion for much of the so- 
Called lunatic fringe of vegetarianism, single-tax, pyramid clubs, 
liberalism, flying saucers, dianetics, technocracy, and other lit- 
tle strivings of miscellaneous men and women to find some indivi- 
duality that was neither rugged nor ragged. 


A part of the sadness in our compassion was due to the fact 
that the publications of these "sects" and strivings are almost in- 
variably rugged in their single-track-mindedness and ragged in 
their lack of any brand of esthetic beauty. 


The MISCELLANEOUS MAN has a relatively eclectic (we do not con- 
sider this a naughty word!) editorial policy. In the MM you will 
find writing in many different forms: poetry, stories, satires, es- 
says, reviews, plays (soon), and also, occasionally, uncategoriz- 
able forms. .- We are interested in work’ of varied thematic and © 
stylistic types. ; 


The editors. of the MISCELLANEOUS MAN believe that communica- 
tiveness is a vital part of all art. We feel that art must mean as 
well as "be" -- in fact, we cannot comprehend how the two can be 
rationally separated. This dichotomy is not often met in discus- 
sion of prose; but it is on every hand in discussion of poetry. 
Therefore, we will speak here primarily of poetry --though we be- 
lieve these concepts generally applicable to all art. 


It should be unnecessary to state (though some persist in ig- 
noring it) that all poetry is a specialized form of communication. 
Poetry is not a primary creation of nature like animals and plants, 
planets and pebbles, but is communication between human beings, 
created by human beings, and has no existence apart from human 
beings. 


As a form of communication, a poem must be related to some- 
thing before and beyond its first and last words; it must use words 
which refer to objects, places, deeds, thoughts and feelings -- all 
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of which ere actually outside the poem itself. 


There is, of course, prattle of poetry having being without 
meaning, without reference to the world around the poet, the world 
Within the poet's mind, the reader's mind. Nonsense. Only mach- 
ine picked random noises could, by stretching a point,be said to 


have being without meaning: and there is strong doubt anyone would 
Call su uch noises poetry, dada being more: or less. dead. ’ 


There is, however, more to poetry (and all art) ‘than. spins 
Cativeness. Poetry must have form, mst be structured to express 
its reality. That which is unformed is chaos. The unformed is 
too often the ego-centric, self-pitying yammer of the (self?) out- 
cast who calls himself Artist for want and need of a pigeon hole, 
& label which may give him a place in society without rs 
him to personal adjustment and maturity. 


It is the deft synthesis of meaning and being into an titecrel 
and organic whole which is the reality of poetry and the means by 
which its reality can be perceived. Without the deftness, the vital 
integration by the poet, of the world he perceives and conceives, 
with the tools of cummnication in an organic structure, there can 
be no synthesis of meaning end being, and hence, though there may 
be communication (cr catharsis) there can be no poetry. 


A poem must both mean and be. To hell with both Aristotle and 
Plato. (Limbo, pREHNDS ," FOr MacLeish, Auden, Tate?) 


As for what meaning, what ideas, feelings, etc., the MISCEL- 
LANEOUS MAN wants to. cimmunicate, whether in poetry or prose, it 
may do well here to explain who and what the editors think the mis- 
cellaneous man is. He is the individual man, the human being who, 
as a dynamic entity, never quite fits under any label and is con- 
stantly bulging out. of categories,. He stends alone, but not aloof; 
self-sufficient, and ‘yet cooperative. He is searching constantly 
for a closer approach to: truth; criticizing those things which, to 
his mind’ and ‘to-his animal nature, are false. He is,seeking and 
testing, fearlessly, creative: approaches :to the problems that face 
individual mén and women, that Limit ‘their gerne and chain them 
in a cage of mere existence. 


This miscellaneous man is certainly not readily apparent to 
the culture-scanning-eye. But we believe that he is hidden under- 
neath the metal masks of our machine-deified society, the masks 
which cause us to peer out, not at brother human beings, but at 
military units, political groupings, racial stocks, consumers, pro- 
ducers, coupon-cli ppers, union-labels, Science-mongers, war-mongers, 
peace-mongers; categories, pigeon holes, labels -- the masks are 
everything but hurian beings. 





‘Beneath the filth and excrement of a stagnating society human- 
ity staggers, starves, and stinks. But in the very midst of this 
decay..there are thase who have cleared the ground around them and 
have found or created some breathable air. They say, "There is 2 
lot of shit around here, but it isn't necessary!" ‘These are the 

_ Miscellaneous men and women who contribute to The MISCELLANEOUS MAX. 
and, we hope, who will find it important, interesting and esthetic 
reading. 


We want a magazine that expresses a sense of wonder at. the 
‘glory of love and life; and a sense of humiliation for the horror 
we have found, made, and helped sustain, that is the common (and low 
est) denominator of our existence. We want a magazine that is, in 
.. @ach issue and as a continuing function, dynamic. We believe that 
- both man and THe MISCELLANEOUS MAN are and mst be susceptible to 
‘change -- and we, as editors of the MM, are not exempt from this 

susceptibility. 


William J. Margolis & HM. Guy 


The "Little Magazine" essay is a continuing feature of The Sparrow 
Magazine. Previous copies of Sparrow featured: 

le Or igin 

2. The Blue Guitar 
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Dear Stefanile: 
"to decide what kind of a magazine the Sparrow is to be. « « #.: 


Rather a strange concept. You have published two issues of a good 
magazine. What greater hope could you have than to continue this? 

De Witt to the contrary, Blue Guitar, Kenyon Review and Sewanee 
Review are not the only good magazines being published. Nor is their 
criteria the only defensible criteria. : 


Aesthetics is the science of beauty. And it is the least exact of ~° 
any science man has developed. Beauty does not and cannot exist in 
isolation. In its pure form it is as unapproachable as God, It can: 
be known only by its attributes, and truth, goodness, usefulness even, 
are various functions of beauty and beauty functions of these. 


De Witt makes his jibe about shot-gun aesthetics, by which he mst 
mean beauty plus this, beauty plus that. The truth is, if one 
pauses for even a moment to t » shot-gun aesthetics is the only 
possible aesthetics, as nasty as he tries to make it sound. All 
concepts o> beauty are culturally conditioned. The Impressionist 
palette which made the academic critic of that day sick to his 
stomach is now considered matter of course. Sound combinations 
which would iiteraliy hurt our ears are completely harmonious to the 
Oriental. In our culture a beautiful woman must have hairless arm 
pits, in another culture she mst have urine in her coiffure. And 
so it goes. 


Since about the time of the first World War it has become possible 
to know what is a good poem. A poem must not mean but be. Yet I 
challenge anyone to show me a poem (sic "a poem") which does not 
mean. And the beauty of the poem is as closely bound up with its 
"meaning" as it is with its "being". 


There are some who wish to establish a dogma of poetic excellence, 

an orthodoxy of prosodic craftsmanship. And there is one thing 
dogma has always been calculated to hide or to root out and that is 
doubt. So the dogmatists are crowded into narrow and yet more nar- 
row formelas by their doubts and fears until they die of self 
strangulation, So it has been with religions and thus it must ever 
be with creeds of all kinds, including creeds of artistic excellence. 


All of the immortant little magazines that have made a contribution 
to the art for which they existed have been founded on a heterodoxy 
rather than an orthodoxy. In a word they have been iconoclastic 
in the broadest and best sense of the word. Whatever efficacy I 
may have had either as an editor or a poet has been attributable 
to the fact that I have refused to toe the line, my line as well 


as any one else's. 

The magazine that is needed today is the one that will publish gocd 
poetry from what so ever source, which will publish good poetry re- 
gardiess of why it is good, 


oe we. 





A lot of people Imow good poetry today when they see it. There are 
a lot of people today who like to read good poetry, probably more 
than ever existed at any previous time in history. Just as in medi- 
cine and at an earlier time in theology, the specialists in poetry 
today have undertaken to make the non-specialist believe there is a 
dark and mysterious power involved which is vouchsafed to only an 
elect few. The specialists have launched a far-reaching and unfor- 
tunately a fairly effective campaign to confuse the non-specialist, 
The specialists hope, evidently, hereby to.serve some mysterious 
ends of their own. However, I believe that they will provide their 
own undoing just as the clergy did-and as the doctors are now well 
on their way to doing. 


However, help must come chiefly from within. This ‘is one reason I 
am sorry indeed to find you doubting your own mission. Doubt must 
create dogma to dispel the doubt. But dogma is inevitably and in- 
variably a step toward ossification and death. 


Yours very truly, 
JUDSON CREWS 





COLLECTED POEMS, 1942-1952, by William Hull 
Brigant Press . 


Many of these poems are, we feel, impossible efforts to weld metaphor 
with pun, in so smooth and sophisticated a manner that we den only be | 
_ reminded of those hardboiled virgins who frequent the Village doffee- 
shops. Thére is no need for a man of Hull's background and previous 
credits to be further encouraged along this vein: the result is not 
clerity, but a kind of slum-alexandrianism--- "pity for a lady/privy 
to lumber/so lullaby and/ slumber little suet ainebcaahiaber 
‘little rumba", where by any exegesis, rumba doesn't justify with 
sleep and, again, "...in this jaundiced single anatomy/ to mff/ my 
luck forc-or asunder..." where it just isn't language, no matter 
how it sounds, 


~ . 
earn heehee te NRNasRiNin’ oni oloaigotie nneesig noea an “= a 
me e PREIS = VII , 


Aes ana 


Si Sa § CADMAS RRP age oa SCORN 
SON 


For those who are crazy about words, however, in a poetic sense, 
there is the other fac: to this particular coin, and one in which 
Hull is so adept -- would that our social-critickle poets were half 
so skilled --that it may go far to explain his overuse of it: that 
is to say the intricate internal vowel rhyme and elisional rhythms 
which keep puckering at the ear. The poet who does this is no fly- 

._ weight: "“bawd me no guerdons,/ gird me no gaudy/ god's..." (from 
the same lyric as for preceding quote) and "discern the flux,/ the 
cold flexing..." But: the Elizabethans joined this trick to mean- 
ing, most times. Again and again the rhythms used by Hull prove 
that he is well steeped in his Inglish poetry, for just as we are 
all prone to borrow if not another poet's metaphor, his context 
(how many of us have not out~heroned Thomas?) Hull's magical ear 
(and it is one of the best I know of) lifts such rhythms as "there 
coils in you, my love,/ some desperate crooked thing, that whilom 
tr’.es/" where wailom, not so much as word but as rising rhythm and 
off-accent, struts right out of the Globe Theater, and to show it 
again: ",.eyour island and this adjacent mine:" which rightly or 
wrongly reminds me of The Tempest. 
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Hull's ability at declamatory verse, as evident in his longer poems, 
is another matter. His experiments along this line, in verse for the 
theater, or at least for reading aloud in the closet-drama sense, are 
quite superior to the usual serious-lady efforts at poetry drama. His 
SUDDEN FROST, and OEDIPUS: CRIMINAL'S PROGRESS, are poetry we like 
to hear. Ttme and again the long full line urges the reader to speak 
the verse aloud. Meaning follows quite well, except where Hull de- 
liberately loses himself in rhyme, which we don't think is necessary 
for his real gifts. Observe: 


"Good evening. 

‘I share with you this hushed expecting. 

What comes may be a dream: 

may be a passion of actuality. 

Which matters not so much as how I stand to it. 
Which the greater danger: 
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drowning in wee seas where ambiguous terrors 
glide 
or standing rock-fixed in dry clarity undor 
sun 
while drowning seas eddy vaguely toward 
horixon? 
Where security or fusion?" 


These lines are not only poetry, they talk. 


All in all, a crackling book, with paper pyrotechnics, but: « 
much real smoke. And in despite of my despite, many riches. 


SMPTE 


WILD GEESE, by Richard Ashman 
The Radio Press 


The editor of a new verse magazine, The New Orleans Poetry 
Journal, defines his first book as a vanity publication, and 
then proceeds, in a witty and itchy Foreword, to educate the 
reader into what good poetry is by quoting Wallace Stevens, 
and saying some kind things about Richard Wilbur, whereupon, 
he invites the reader to look at his own work! 


The book itself is not near so discouraging as the author 
might lead us to believe. The verses have an absolute lack 
of pomposity, and the meter invariably scans, and there are, 
to my reading, several excellent poems. Ashman belongs to 
the communication-emphasis school of verse, and there is no 
feast for egg-heads here. Example of creative distribution 
4s the recent issue of Poetry Public, which is in the main 
devoted to reviews, by members, of this particular work. 
Again, an aspect of Poetry As Activity. We think that if 
Ashman were to stick soriously to his poetic guns instead of 
dabbling, he may not feel so constrained to deprecate his 
efforts in his next book. 


---F Ne Se 
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articles, Short Stories and Novels: 40¢¢per 1000 words. 
Poetry, 1f per line. Free Carbon Copies. Extra First 
and Last Pages. Bond Paper. Minor Corrections. 


Terry Jean Milone --109 Forest Ave, --Lyndhurst, N.J. 
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ONLY THE FINEST 


TAU by Philip Lamantia 

Graffiti by Gogo Nesbit 

Journey to the End by John Hoffman 
The Gain of Aft by Lee Mullican 

C Sharp Major by Kenneth L. Beaudoin 
First Poems and Others by Gerd Stern 
Crazy Bird by Christopher Maclaine 
Irving Norman by Robert Gorman 
Beniamino Bufano by H. Bowden 


BERN PORTER BOOKS 
1480 LARKIN STREET 
SAN FRANCISCO 9 CALIF. 
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Erewhon Press, (Embryo Magazine), Louisville, Ky. 1600 W. B'way. 


Embryo, like Sparrow, is trying to establish a small and 
literate press, We heartily recommend Dido and Aeneas, 
(Virgil), prose translation by Madeline Cundiff, with original 
linoleum cuts by Nancy Jordan. All good translations are 

labors of love: this is one of them. The antique paper and 
tasteful format are a miracle of book construction that com- 
plements the contents of the book. $1.00. The Cry Babies, by 

P, Alelyunas, which was also issued as Embryo 4, sells for $2.00. 
This work in our opinion is an adventure in hallucination, with- 
out the dogmatic clarity of surrealism. Alelyunas has been 
wittier, and his effect in the past more sheer. Yet, the hallu- 
cination has its drive, and keeps one reading to the end, An 
excellent cover design, Also from Hrewhon: Bayou Gayoso, by 
Kenneth Lawrence Beaudoin, for $1.00. We don't back Ernie 
Walters! taste at all times, but laud his effort sincerely. 

Send for a copy of his magazine, to see what we mean. -<--F.N.5S. 











CONTRIBUTORS TO NUMBER THREE : 


SANFORD EDELSTEIN is a well-publishing New York poet, with recent credits from 

Black liountain Review, B eloit. WENDELL ANDERSON is familiar to all readers of 
Experiment, Bridge, Gruntvig Review. MIRIAM JANS had a poem appear in Epos’ once 
which started a lively discussion on poetic processes in a past issue of Poetry) 
Public. WILLIAM MARGOLIS is one of the editors of Miscellaneous Man. RICHARD 

ASHMAN is one of our patrons, and the editor of The New Orleans Poetry. Journal, . one 
of’ the newest poetry journals, and one of the few which pays for poems printed. — 
H. E. BRIGGS, of the Intro group, runs a bookstore on kth Avenue and 10th Street in 
New York City , known as Books N Things. Little magazines are one of the main features’ 
of the book store. GEORGE ABPE, at last report, was one of the members of the Writers 
Conference’ at Corpus Christi. We are in réceipt of an angry, and somewhat ‘justified 
letter from him, in which he states The Book Club for Poetry, of which he is one wt 
the editors, is, despite some criticism from John Ciardi, neither "traditional", 
"modern" in its taste. He feels, with much logic, we feel, that those critics 2B gf E 
disagree with the poetry features by the Book Club might try their best to change or 
rearrange its “taste” by submitting their own manuscripts. This is, in) the: long run, 
the best way to judge what kind of material is featured by the editérs of the Book 
Club. We agree. We feel, that at this present moment, the Book Club for Poetry is 
wide-open to submissions, and suggest poets submit; the more the submissions, ‘the 
happier the Book Club will be, states Abbe. HENRY BIRNBAUM wri 

has had work recently in The Poet, and Epos. VINCENT FERRINI 

W. S. ALLAN has had much work in the littles, including Golde: 

cent. JOSEPH LEONARD GRUCCI, who teaches at Penn. U. and runs 

poetry, with a student magazine, The Pivot, claims his verse 

self. Wonderful. TIME OF HAYKS, his second book’ of verse, was f 

by Mayer Press, 235 Collins Avenue, Pittsburg 6, Pa., and sells for “2/50. Among 
particular credits of Mr. Grucci is past publication in the old Fantasy and American ~ 
Prefaces: magazines, and some.of the best Spanish-American translations we have ever 
read. ‘LEVIS TURCO is still in the Navy, has published in Different, ‘Starlanes, Epos , 
and other) periodicals. RYAH TUMARKIN GOODMAN has appearéd.in many verse journals. 

W.° PRICE TURNER is the editor of our favorite British magazine, The Poet, We heartily 
recommend this high-quality and vivacious journal. CID CORMAN needs no notes, and 
remains, as busy in France as he was in Boston. His Origin issues are | ially to be 
commended of late for their features, especially David Galler, and g layton. . 
DAVID GALLER had large sections-of his work not only in a recent Origin, but in Accent. 
LAWRENCE BARTH wrote a.fine article in the last issué of Deer and Dachshund, - sap “ 
poetry of Mason Jordan Mason. JUDSON CREWS has come: out recently witha new BOMB. 
THE SORROWS OF PROSERPINE.GEORGE MOORSE writes from Bellemore, N. Y. His | ve 


Y 


magazine, Nova, is still to be’ seen here. THEODORE ENSLIN has been blond pr: yi sb 


viously in Golden Goose, Origin, Black Mountain Review, other magazines 


LIPTON was recently the recipient of the Arizona Quarterly annual prize in the poetry 
division. JAMES MILLER is 4 young poet just beginning to publish. Epos featured his 
work a couple of issues back, LARRY EIGNER will have a group of poems featured ed 
Sparrow, Number Four. H. M. GUY, co-author of the article on MisceHaneous Maas Ae 

also one of the editors of that lively magazine. 
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